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THE DETENTION ROOM 


The last video ‘The Deten- 
tion Room’ put out by the 
Blushes organisation was a final 
effort to put their individual 
stamp on a class product before 
changing laws stopped spanking 
films forever, thus giving them a 
little place in posterity. 


They broke away from the 
‘shorts’ that everybody else in the 
business was putting out, in some 
cases as little as 12 minutes and 
were the first to give a full 1 hour 
of erotic spanking action. This 
film however, was to be the 
longest ever produced at 1% 
hours duration with a very con- 
centrated theme. The girls involv- 
ed would at first be humiliated 
and made to feel small, (many 
people think this to be the most 
essential and important part of a 
punishment session), then spank- 
ed, more humiliation and the pro- 
gression into being caned, every 
movement and expression 
faithfully recorded in colour and 
live sound. Some of the punish- 


ment sequences being shown in 
slow motion for a really amazing 
effect showing the action to be 
the real thing. The result is almost 
a piece of ‘art’, if this overwork- 
ed word can ever be used on such 
a sexual theme. Some of course 
thought it too arty, wanting On- 
ly explicit scenes of punishments. 
The proof of the pudding being 
in the eating. the resultant sales 
gave nothing away, for although 
they were good it never reached 
the figures of 'Half Term 
Punishments', which has now 
become the biggest selling spank- 
ing video of all time. Ironic is the 
fact that ‘Half Term Punishments’ 
was the very first video by the 
Blushes Team and 'The Detention 
Room’ the last. ‘Half Term’ was 
also only 1 hour running time but 
there was a much more elaborate 
story linc and 4 girls all receiving 
various punishments with lots of 
background ‘naughty bits’. ihe 
buyers of these videos don’t 
always realise of course, what ex- 
actly they are about to get for 


their hard earned and 
maybe it was just the packaging 
that let the sales down a little. 


Spanking videos continue to be 
sold, no-one really knowing if the 
changed law applied to these par- 
ticular videos and even if it does, 
whether or not and when it will 
become an offence to sell them. 


So here for your perusal are some 
action shots taken during filming 


see if you can get the flavour of 
this unusual video, or maybe on- 
ly seeing the actual film will 
suffice. 


The young ladies involved (both 
18 years old) were only given 
outline direction of the story line 
with no script, they didn’t know 
what was coming next and the 
words and yelps are theirs. The 
result is very realistic, it must be, 
because it is real. 
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' LEARNING THE 
BEDSIDE MANNER 


a+... 


Emma Falway was to spend the 
summer holidays. getting work 
experience as a temporary nurse. She 
was 17 with one more year of school 
but Mr Hinton, her headmaster, 
thought she was not likely to get the 
necessary grades for a university place 
and Emma was quite attracted to the 
idea of nursing. Mr Hinton, when 
Emma went to see him to discuss 
careers, said nursing was a most 
worthwhile and rewarding 
profession. 


“The bedside manner, Emma. Do you 
think you have that?’ he asked. 


Emma flushed - because for one thing 
Mr Hinton who was standing beside 
her had slid his hand onto her bottom. 
Lightly fondling one cheek through 
her grey uniform skirt. She shook her 
head — while standing compliantly still 
and letting the hand fondle. Mr 
Hinton did do that sort of thing to 
good-looking girls, and Emma being 
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definitely one of the best looking girls 
in the Lower Sixth had had her 
bottom fondled before by Mr Hinton. 
The Head didn't mean anything by it, 
or at least that was what Emma 
thought. Of course certain coarse- 
minded boys would say things about 
the Head. One thing they said was 
that he could ensure any good- 
looking girl got a really good job when 
she left school — all she had to do was 
let him fuck her. Emma certainly 
didn't believe that. Well she didn't 
want to believe it. Although the 
possibility that it might be true could 
cross her mind at certain times. Such 
as when he had her in his study for a 
talk about something, and then as he 
usually did he got his hand on her 
bottom. 


The head went a good deal further 
with his hand. He pulled up her skirt 
and got the hand in between her bare 
soft thighs! 


Still fondling Emma’s bottom — and 
was it possible that he was thinking 
about how he might manage to fuck 
her? — Mr Hinton said, ‘Well I have no 
doubt you will be able to develop a 
proper bedside manner and a very 
good one. I am sure any male patient 
in particular would just love to have 
lovely Emma Falway at his bedside. 
With in particular her really 
scrumptious bottom. Mmmm?’ And 
at this the head went a good deal 
further with his hand. He pulled up 
her skirt and got the hand in between 
her bare soft thighs! 


That was really a bit too much! Mr. 
Hinton had not gone this far before. 
And what did you do? Just stand and 
take it, as Emma had learnt to do with 
a routine feel of her bottom? She 
hesitated just for a second, her heart 
beginning to pound, and that was all it 
took — for Mr Hinton to get his hand 
right there! Right up between 
Emma’s legs and at her pussy! With 


just the diaphanously thin single layer 
of her nylon knickers separating the 
two! 

As she let out a shocked yelp Mr 
Hinton helped himself to a quite 
leisurely feel of Emma's shocked cunt 
— and then removed his hand. Then he 
said, 'I think I can get you a place this 


summer. Work experience at the 
hospital as a temporary nurse. That 
will really set you up to start a course 
when you leave school next year.” 


Poor Emma's knees were like jelly. 
She could still feel the hand there, one 
finger sliding along the length of her 


SO sensitive pussy lips. So that for the 
moment she couldn't take in what Mr 
Hinton had said. 


* * * 
Getting a place at the hospital for 


work experience was considered guite 
something. A number of other girls in 


Emma’s class were clearly envious — 
and also a couple of boys made the 
sort of comment you might expect of 
` them. Robert Henly said, ‘I suppose 
you let old Hinton have a nice fuck for 
that, Emma. Or at least got up on his 
desk with your knickers off and let 
him suck your cunt. I know he's reall 
keen on that too.” U 


Angrily Emma tried to slap his face. 
“Some of you boys are really sick!’ she 


spat. Her face had gone red — partly 
with the memory of what Mr Hinton 
had done which was to feel her cunt. 
And she did half have the thought that 
although that was all he had done 
(alll) he might be going to want 
something else as well. 


Robert, laughing, caught her wrist so 
she didn't have the satisfaction of 
giving his face a nice smack. Andrew 
Sothen who was also with them 


cackled, “Look she's blushing. He did 
do it! Or maybe you sucked his prick 
Emma! 


Emma disgustedly broke away from 
them. She had better things to do than 
waste her time with such persons. For 
one thing she had an appointment 
after school to see this Dr Eldridge at 
the hospital. 


* * * 


I suppose you let old Hinton have a 
nice fuck for that, Emma. Or at least 
got up on his desk with your knickers 
off and let him suck your cunt. I know 
he's really keen on that too. 


‘Ah yes. Emma Falway isn't it?’ he 
said. “Our new temp. And a very 
lovely young lady if I may say so.’ 


Emma felt herself flushing slightly. 
Dr Eldridge was fortyish, a tall man in 
a white doctor's coat. She had been 
shown into this small room where Dr 
Eldridge was sitting at a desk and to 
the side was one of those examination 
couches. It was presumably Dr 
Eldridge's consulting room. Emma 
was feeling a bit scared, not really 
knowing anything about nursing and 
thinking now that she should have 
read up a bit. As it was she who was 
bound to sound very ignorant if Dr 
Eldridge asked her any guestions. He 
was getting up from his desk. 


‘Tell me, Emma, do they smack girls 
at that school of yours? When 
punishing for misdemeanours I mean. 
Do they take a girl's Knickers down 
and spank her bare bottom?’ 


The thought of it — of having her bare 
bottom spanked by Mr Hinton or some 
other member of staff — was guite 
mind-blowing. 


Emma tried not to flush any more. 
She did blush easily when 
embarrassed and it could be so 
mortifying to go bright red — as she 
sometimes did. She did her best to 
control it now — but could nonetheless 
feel her face getting hotter. Dr 
Eldridge's guery was of course 
completely unexpected and the 
thought of it — of having her bare 
bottom spanked by Mr Hinton or 
some other member of staff — was 


guite mind-blowing. She shook her 
head. : 


Dr Eldridge smiled. ‘I know it’s not as 
common as it used to be —in the good 
old days. And it does mean that a girl 
hasn’t had that disciplinary training 
which is so valuable. Especially in 
nursing which demands a good degree 
of discipline. So therefore if a girl has 
had no training in being spanked I 
make a point of seeing to it myself. 
And I suppose we could start right 
now, Emma? Before I see about your 
uniform. Yes? Get your knickers 
down and spank what seems to be a 
very shapely young bottom.’ 


Emma couldn't believe this. Dr 
Eldridge couldn’t mean it! But .. he 
didn’t sound as if he was joking. And 
confirm this Dr Eldridge said just 
that. ‘I’m not joking Emma.’ As she 
stood immobile with a sort of sickly 
grin on her face. ‘Are you going to 
take them off yourself — or do you 
want me to do it?’ 

Yes, he actually meant it! And I can’t 
possibly let him Emma told herself 
feeling the panic gripping her 
stomach. The thought of it seemed 
worse than what they said about the 
head. Being fucked by Mr Hinton. 
Well perhaps not quite that bad, 
Emma would probably think on 
reflection but right now she was in no 
state for reflection. Take her knickers 
down! For a bare-bottom spanking! 


But Emma was doing it. Because 
what choice did she have? She really 
did want to do this nursing work 
experience. And if she refused to 
cooperate Dr Eldridge would most 
likely say she wasn’t the right type, he 
would find someone else who had 
more sense of discipline. So, red- 
faced, she was unhappily reaching up 
under her school skirt for her 
knickers. 


“Why don't we have them right off,’ 
Dr Eldridge said matter-of-factly. 
‘More freedom of action.’ 


The brief pink knickers appeared 
below Emma’s half lifted skirt and 
were reluctantly slid on down and off 
over her shoes. Dr Eldridge was 
standing leaning against the 
examination couch now. He 
beckoned Emma closer, holding his 
hand out for the removed knickers. 


‘Good. I can see we’re going to get 
along very nicely Emma.’ 


She gave an anticipatory little squawk. 
The hand was heading for her bare 


pussy. 


Her knickers were placed on the 
couch. Dr Eldridge took her arm. 
And his other hand ... began sliding 
up under Emma’s skirt. Up the front 

. She gave an anticipatory little 
squawk. The hand was heading for 
her bare pussy. 


‘Just keep still,’ he said softly. ‘Just a 
little preliminary examination. 
Before we get on with the spanking. 
Just part your legs a little,’ 


His hand was pushing Emma’s legs 
apart. Pushing in between. It was 
almost up there now. She gave a 
frantic little yelp ... and then the hand 
was there. Cupping her quivery cunt. 


‘Lovely,’ Dr Eldridge said. ‘We’ll 
have a more thorough examination up 
on the couch in a moment. After I've 
given you the spanking. But just a 
little feel first, eh ..?’ 


One of his fingers had slipped in 
between the moist lips of Emma's 
cunt. She thought she was going to 
faint ... 


Somehow she didn't. And Dr 
Eldridge finally finished this heart- 
stopping examination. Finally taking 
his groping hand away. 

‘Good. Everything seems OK Emma. 
As I say I'll give you a more thorough 
check-out in a moment. Up on the 
couch and then we'll see what your 
responses are like. But right now we 
have to have the spanking. OK? Are 
you ready for that? Let's have you 
over the couch.” 


Yes, there was still the spanking. That 
was next on the agenda. She was all 
hot and bothered from that hand 
playing with her pussy and now she 
was going to have her bare bottom 
spanked. It was too much! Maybe she 
really would faint! Dr Eldridge was 
pushing her over the couch now. 
Face-down over it. With her skirt 
pushed up over her back. And there 
was then still that other awful business 
to come. Up on the couch, to test her 


reactions ... What did that mean? 
Was Dr Eldridge ... going to screw 
her ...? 


But Emma's mind couldn't think 
about that possibility, awful as it 
might be. Dr Eldridge had started 
spanking. 


SPLATT ..!! SPLATT ..!! SPLATT 
..!ESPLATTT..!!! 


Her poor bottom was desperately ` 
writhing and jerking. Trying to escape 
the full force of those whacks but of 
course unable to as Dr Eldridge’s 
other arm had her tightly gripped. 


His big male hand was cracking down! 
It really hurt! Her poor bottom was 
desperately writhing and jerking. 
Trying to escape the full force of those 
whacks but of course unable to as Dr 
Eldridge’s other arm had her tightly 
gripped. Discipline test or not there 
was no way Emma could keep still and 
take it. No way she could avoid her 
frantic yelps and squeals. So maybe 
she wouldn’t pass the test and 
therefore would not get this job. But 
she couldn’t worry about that. The 
hard spanks were still raining down. 
Maybe she would rather not have the 
job. i 


But no, Emma had passed the test. 
All Dr Eldridge’s tests. In spite of all 
that wriggling and yelping when being 
spanked, Emma’s discipline was 
apparently good enough. And she 
had passed the other test too, up on 
the couch on her back. Her reactions. 
Dr eldridge hadn’t screwed her, it had 
been his hand again. His manipulative 
fingers. At her clitoris. He had 
brought her off. She had come, with 
big shuddery squeals. Dr Eldridge 
had pronounced himself satisfied. 


Brief black knickers and bra with 
matching sexy suspender belt and ° 
nylons. This underwear had to be 
worn with the rest, it was part of the 
uniform. 


So now Emma had a smart nurse’s 
uniform. A navy knee-length tunic 
with red-and-white cuffs and a white 
nurse’s cap. Also brief black knickers 
and bra with matching sexy suspender 
belt and nylons. This underwear had 
to be worn with the rest, it was part of 
the uniform. Dr Eldridge would 
routinely check that Emma was 


pleased he.would like Emma to come 
round to his house the next day, 
Saturday, so he could hear about it all 
in detail. She could come round in her 
nurse's uniform so he could see how 
smart and attractive she looked in it. 


Emma couldn't think of any way of 
saying no, not on the spur of the. 
moment. Anyway Mr Hinton, being 
the Headmaster, wasn't a person you 
could easily say no to. So she would 
have to go. Saturday afternoon was 
agreed. Emma wasnt looking 
forward to this visit. With good 
reason as it turned out. 


She hadn't been to Mr Hinton's house 
before which was large with a big 
garden. Emma wasn't interested 
though, she was only thinking about 
getting this visit over. There was the 
thought in her head of course of 
getting more of what happened last 
time — or possibly even worse. The 
things those awful boys said: perhaps 
Mr Hinton maybe really wanting to 
fuck her this time. Emma didn't really 
believe he did that but once the 
thought was in your head. 


She put a coat on ,over her uniform 
and carried the cap in a bag. She 
didn't want, to draw attention to 
herself on a busy Saturday afternoon. 


wearing it underneath when she 
turned up at the hospital. 


Emma was to start at the hospital at 
the beginning of the week, reporting 
to Dr Eldridge. It was now Thursday 
and school had finished for the year. 
That was good at least, with no more 
of those awful interviews with Mr 
Hinton like that last one when he had 
felt her cunt. Also she wouldn't be 
seeing awful persons like Robert 
Henly and Andrew Sothen with their 
awful nasty minds. It was certainly a 
good thing they had no idea of the 
testing Emma had been subjected to 
by Dr Eldridge. Was there going to be 
any more of that when she started at 
the hospital? Emma preferred not to 
think of that possibility — and anyway 
as it was just testing there was no 
reason to suppose there would be any 
more of it, was there? 


But so much for thinking she wouldn't 
be seeing Mr Hinton again. On Friday 
evening Emma got a phone call at 
home from the Head wanting to know 
how it had all gone and then 
congratulating her on getting the job. 
Then Mr Hinton said he was so 
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At Mr Hinton's of course Emma had 
to take the coat off and put thecap on. 
He said she looked absolutely super. 
They went through to his sitting 
room. He said he would make some 
tea in a moment, after he'd had the 


_ chance to see her properly. No one 
else was in of course, Mrs Hinton 
being out shopping or something. Mr 
Hinton had given Emma's bottom a 
feel as they went through into the 
sitting room. Now he made her sort of 


pose, turning round in front of him. 


“Yes, really really marvellous,’ he 
said. And then the head said he 
wanted to see what she had 
underneath. He wanted to see what 


underwear went with the uniform. 

Emma didn't want to show him but it 
didn't seem like she had a lot of 
choice. She had the sexy black 
underwear underneath of course, it 
was part of the uniform. And now she 


had to lift the dress right up, round 
her waist, and show it all. 


Mr Hinton went guite red in the face 
looking at the sexy little black 
knickers and suspender belt. Getting 


maybe even a bit redder his hand 
came out and gave her pussy a feel 
through the tight black nylon. He said 
seeing her like that got him all 
excited. And there was something he 
wanted to do. Oh Cripes! Emma 


11 


12 


thought. She had let go of her skirt 
now but the head still had his hand up 
there underneath holding her cunt. 
He was going to say he wanted to 
screw her! 


She had the sexy black underwear 
underneath of course, it was part of 
the uniform. E 


It wasn't that as it turned out. 
Something almost as awful though. 
Something that awful Robert Henly 
had said and Emma hadn't wanted to 
believe. Mr Hinton wanted her to get 
up on the table. Lying back with her 
legs over the edge. With her skirt right 
up and her legs open wide. And then, 
holding her spread thighs, he came 
right in there. His mouth at her cunt. 
Snuffling and nuzzling at her cunt 


through her knickers. 


It was pretty dreadful. And then even 
worse. She had to take her knickers 
off so he could do it to her bare pussy. 
It was really awful — but at the same 
time she couldn't help getting excited ` 
by it. Mr Hinton now licking and 
sucking her. Sucking her clitoris. No 
one had ever done anything like that 
to Emma before (she hadn't in fact” 
really believed it was something 
people did) and though it was awful it 
was a fantastic feeling. Really, really 
awful of course. But it undoubtedly 
got her going. Emma came, with a big 
writhing orgasm. 


Afterwards Mr Hinton did make 
some tea. Emma with her knickers 
back on now and calmed down 
somewhat though not really able to 
believe what had happened. Mr 
Hinton said he knew he shouldn’t 
have done what he did but he was just 
overwhelmed. with emotion. Anyway 
it was of course a very private thing 
between the two of them, which they 
must of course keep very secret. 
Emma said OK. Don’t worry, she 
thought, she wasn’t about to blab 
something like that all over the place. 


* * * 


Emma tried not to think about it 
afterwards though of course it was 
very difficult not to. She couldn't bear 
the thought of facing those boys now! 
With her guilty secret! Hopefully she 
wouldn't see them again until school 
restarted in the autumn. That would 
be awful but it was two months away 
and there was plenty to think about 
before then. Her nurse's Job! Which 
she was to start Monday morning. It 
was very exciting — but of course scary 
too. Dr Eldridge! 


Emma had been telling herself thatall 


that testing business would be over. 
But when she reported to Dr 
Eldridge. 


Take your knickers down and bend 
over the couch. I'm going to spank 
your bottom again.” 


Almost the first thing he said was, 
“We'll do just a little repeat discipline 
test first of all, Emma. So take your 
knickers down and bend over the 
couch. I'm going to spank your 
bottom again.” 


She had the sexy black underwear 
underneath of course, it was part of 
the uniform. 


Yes! Emma couldn't believe it! She 
had scarcely got her coat off! She felt 
ready to burst into tears, but managed 
to control that impulse. You just have 
to accept it, she told herself firmly. 
And unhappily did. 


So Emma started off with a spanked 
bare bottom, which certainly wasn't 
how she had wanted to begin. Try and 
forget it, she told herself afterwards, 
blinking rapidly to remove any 
suggestion of tears and pulling her 
knickers up over her stinging hot 
bottom. Dr Eldridge at least hadn’t 
done any of that other stuff although 
there had been a couple of feels 


between her legs. She forced herself 
to concentrate. Dr Eldridge was now 
telling her about her first duties. He 
had a couple of special patients that 
she would be dealing with. Mr 
Ancombe and Mr Vinworthy. These 
. two gentlemen would be Emma’s 
special responsibility. It would be her 
job to keep them diverted and happy. 


‘I know they'll both appreciate having 


Try and forget it, she told herself 
afterwards, blinking rapidly to 
remove any suggestion of tears and 
pulling her knickers up over her 
stinging hot bottom. ; 
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such a pretty nurse attending to 
them.’ Dr Eldridge said. And then 
with a little laugh, “You may find, 
Emma, that what they would like to 
do would be to practise your 
disciplinary training with you! Well, 


that won't be a problem, will it? Now. 
you've made a start.” 


Emma’s heart gave a lurch. He didn’t 
mean she was going to have to let 
these patients spank her bottom, did 


he! But yes, that was what Dr 
Eldridge meant. 


Mr Ancombe and Mr Vinworthy were 
both middle-aged men who had their 
own private rooms. There didn’tseem 


to be much wrong with either of them. 
A nurse called Amanda told Emma 
she didn't think there was anything 
wrong with them, maybe they had just 
come in to get away from their wives. 
“And to get their hands on a nurse's 
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bottom of course. So good luck, 
young Emma! 


Emma's face went bright red. She 
wanted to run away, or go and tell Dr 
Eldridge she had made a mistake, she 


didn't want to do this training. But she 
couldn't do either of those things. 
Everyone thought how lucky she was 
to be doing this summer job. 

No she was just going to have to go 
through with it. 


Mr Ancombe was first. A fat balding 
gentleman whose eyes lit up when Dr 
Eldridge brought Emma in to him. Dr 
Eldridge went out and Mr Ancombe 
told Emma to go and lock the door. 


“We don't want to be disturbed while 
we get acguainted, do we my dear? 
The doctor tells me you're still at 
: school. Lovely! And you need a spot 
of discipline from time to time. Well 


The doctor tells me you're still at 
school. Lovely! And you need a spot of 
discipline from time to time. 


that's marvellous! So shall we start 
right away? Take your knickers 
down. And get your pretty person 
stretched across the bed here!” 


An hour later it was Mr Vinworthy. 
Just the same virtually ... 


And there was going to be a whole 
month of this ... 


END 


SOPHIE 


DISCIPLINED 


Henri Becaud had had a most unfortunate 
experience. Coming home unexpectedly early 
to his apartment in Paris’s fashionable Chaillot 
Quarter he had found his lovely young wife 
Sophie fucking another man. They had been so 
intent on their enjoyment of the illicit act that 
both had completely failed to hear his key in 


the lock or his subsequent progress to the 
sitting room where the act was taking place and 
so he was able to open the door and there it was 
before his very eyes. The rear view of another 
male on top of Sophie on the sofa, his trousers 
lowered and his bare buttocks working 
energetically as he thrust his organ into her. 
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Sophie’s lovely dark eyes were open wide, 
unfocused in the enjoyment of her pleasure, as 
her beautiful thighs were equally open wide to 
permit free access to the ramming organ. For 
perhaps two long seconds Henri watched — 
and then into Sophie’s wide eyes came the look 
of sudden awful realisation. She squealed, and 
thrust at her lover. 


AND CLARISSE Onauve. au 


As the interloper disengaged, Henri realised 
that the man was vaguely known to him. He in 
fact was Sophie’s hairdresser he subseguently 
determined. A younger man than Henri who 
was now 39, in his twenties seemingly, and of 
Mediterranean appearance with dark curling 
hair. Not particularly big or muscular though 
possessed of a large and thick penis which as he 
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disengaged from Herni's young wife was still 
fully erect and glistening with Sophie'sa ardent 
juices. The impressive organ did not 
immediately lose its tumescence and so was 
now a distinct embarrassment to him as in 
great confusion he grabbed up his tousers and 
underpants and frantically tried to put it away. 


No, apart from his penis Albert Froisson was 
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not a powerful figure of a man and Henri could 
no doubt have beaten him senseless. This might 
have given him some satisfaction but in fact his 
attentions were more directed at Sophie, and 
he would no doubt be able to exact revenge, of 
a more refined type, on Froisson in the coming 
weeks. No, it was Sophie Henri he was 
concerned with, now with her skirt pulled 
down over her guivering cunt, and making 
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distressed and pleading noises. Desperately 
trying to come up with some explanation for 
the unexplainable. So Albert was allowed to 
depart unharmed, scuttling out. And as for 
Sophie ... 


Henri eyed her. They had been married for less 
than a year and she was still only 19. Henri had 
wanted a young and innocent girl whom he 
could train to his pleasure and the lovely 
Sophie Frenay had been recommended to him 
by family and friends: a charming and 
obedient companion, whilst in bed she had 
been initially innocent but rapidly responsive 
to his ministrations and instructions. Henri 
had nightly enjoyed Sophie’s voluptuous body 
— and frequently more than nightly her 
marvellous and tightly gripping cunt. Yes it 
seemed she was exactly what he required. But 
now here was this bolt of lighting. It seemed he 
might have trained her simply for Sophie’s 
delights to be enjoyed by another man. For 
here in his own sitting room was another male 
enjoying the delights of his young wife’s 
marvellous cunt! 

Surprisingly Henri found he was quite calm, 
whereas had he considered this possibility 
beforehand he would no doubt have imagined 
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himself in a somewhat berserk state. But no, he 
was calm and thinking logically. Sophie would 
need to be punished of course. Punished in a 
way that would give her deceived husband 
pleasure and satisfaction. That for Henri 
meant something sophisticated — but Paris in 
the 1930s could naturally supply that. And 
Henri had an idea where he could turn to for 
such sophisticated punishment. A name he had 
heard from certain male acguaintances. A lady 
called Monigue Douchesne. 


Henri gave Sophie a cool smile and sat down on 
the sofa drawing his flush-faced young wife 
down with him. Sitting with her on the same 
sofa where minutes earlier she had been so 
energetically fucking that young hairdresser. 
Henri slid his hand up between her smooth 
thighs. Sophie’s initial reaction was to keep her 
legs closed, but then she obediently thought 
perhaps reluctantly opened them. Henri slid 
his hand right up, to her hot cunt. Not 
surprisingly it was still slippery wet. Sophie 
gave an anxious little cry as he slipped two 
fingers inside her. 


‘Just relax darling,’ he told her. “I'll finish you 
off with my hand shall I? We can’t have you left 
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all frustrated. And then ... I'm going to 
arrange a meeting for you with a certain lady 
she's called Madame Duchesne. A lady who is 
very good with girls or young wives who 
reguire disciplining.” 


* * * 


Thirty-year-old Monigue Duchesne was in her 
elegant bedroom reclining on the divan as she 
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perused an illustrated book describing in 
graphic detail the subjection of a pretty young 
girl, primarily by means of penetration by 
large artificial penises. On the wall opposite 
Monique’s divan was an artist representation 
of the same act, and the room also had 
displayed a number of decorative examples of 
erect artificial phalluses. It was clearly an 
important theme with its beautiful owner. 
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Monique liked to relax in the nude or virtually 
so, and this afternoon she had on only a very 
brief pair of bikini knickers. She had a very 
voluptuous body to go with her striking blonde 
looks, most notably a pair of ripe but very firm 
big-nippled tits. Monique was idly fondling one 
fatly erect pink nipple as she studied with 
pleasure the expression of pain on the young 
girls face. In this particular illustration the 
sweet young thing was being forced to take an 
exceptionally large black leather phallus. It 
would be so nice to have such a girl right now, 
but Monique had no appointments this 
afternoon. She sighed, and transferred her 
fingers down between her spread thighs, to her 
stickily wet cunt. Just then there was a discreet 
knock at the door. 


It was her maid Clarisse. Monique continued 
stroking herself as the girl after a little curtsey 
said there had been a phone call. A gentleman 
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who would like special discipline for his young 
wife. 


Monigue put down her book. Clarisse was 
dressed — or rather undressed — in her 
afternoon maid's outfit. This consisted of a 
minuscule white apron worn over dark 
stockings and black suspender belt and high 


heels. Nothing else apart from a matching little 
white cap and a black leather restraining collar 
which had suspending straps crossing over 
above Clarisse's big nude tits and continuing 
down between them to a strap at her waist. 
Clarisse was a pretty brunette with a 
voluptuous figure and her outfit showed off the 
latter splendidly. 
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Monigue smiled at her lovely maid. The phone 
call was very timely as she had some free time 
in the coming week or two in which to take on 
a new girl. Hopefully this one would be a choice 
specimen. Monique’s book had already got her 
into a languidly aroused state, and now 


Clarisse's message — not to mention her 
sensuously displayed body ... Monigue parted 
her legs further. 


“Clarisse darling ...’ she purred. 


The maid had turned for the door, nude 
bottom-cheeks undulating. She came to a halt, 
the bare flesh of tits and bottom juddering. 
Monique gave a little shiver of lust. 


‘Darling I want you to do something for me. 
My pussy. It’s feeling neglected. And you’re so 
good with your mouth, aren’t you?’ 


Clarisse’s ripe mouth was indeed well used to 
sucking her mistress’s cunt. She licked her full 
red lips. ‘Of course madam. You know I love 
it.’ 


She knelt between Monique’s spread thighs 
and her fingers stroked the moist strip of 
material which tightly enclosed the older 
woman’s cunt. It was clear Monique had got 
herself hot and her juices were already flowing 
freely. Clarisse stripped down the minute 
garment. The outer lips of Monique’s pussy 
were gaping open and the inner pink mouth 
had opened like some exotic flower. Like a 
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large and predatory bee Clarisse expertly 
inserted her practised tongue. 


Henri Becaud was looking the smart man- 
about-town that he was in a blue-and-grey 
striped blazer, his thick black hair and 
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moustache oiled and immaculate. Sophie was 
trying to look confident and poised in a tailored 
blue jacket over a form-fitting black dress — 
but she didn’t feel confident, she felt scared. 
On the instructions of Henri the skirt of Sop- 
hie’s dress was extremely short and 
underneath she had very little on, and she 
knew these instructions came from the lady she 
was about to meet. A lady who was a noted 
disciplinarian of young women. 


Sophie had pleaded with Henri ever since that 
most unfortunate afternoon a week ago. She 
would never, ever do such a thing again and 
she just didn’t know how it had happened. 
Though she didn’t of course tell Henri, it had 
been the second time Albert had fucked her. 
He had been keeping on at her for some weeks 
to let him, even saying he thought he would go 
mad if she didn’t let him get that prick up her, 
which was of course somewhat flattering. And 
Sophie’s friend Corinne had told her she really 
should try Albert, he had this really 
marvellous organ. So in a moment of madness 
Sophie had consented. Two moments of 
madness, the second of which had had such 
disastrous consequences. And it was so unfair 
because Corinne and Sophie’s other married 
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friends seemed to do it all the time without 
getting found out whereas she, Sophie Becaud, 
had done it hardly at all. Just two or three men 
apart from Albert, in their apartments in the 
afternoon. Of course that had been the really 
mad thing, allowing it in her own place. 


And now the awful moment of retribution had 
arrived, or almost. They were at this smart 
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place and that good-looking young maid had 
said wait just one moment. Sophie had made 
discreet and frightened inquiries of her 
friends. Had they heard of a Madam 
Duchesne? And one of them had. She had 
whispered something to Sophie that had made 
her go pale. 


Henri gave her a little smile. How could he do 
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this to her? Then ... they were being ushered 
in. The lady ... she was a tall and haughtily 
beautiful blonde in a guite incredible outfit. 
Black and shiny skin-tight pants ending in high 
stiletto heels, but above the waist the top was 
cut away to completely expose her large and 
firmly jutting tits. There were matching full- 
length black gloves. 


Henri was kissing Madam Duchesne's hand in 
greeting and Sophie’s scared eyes had time to 
take in a couple of other things in this elegant 
room. A picture on the wall showed a girl being 
penetrated by a large artificial penis — which 
was one of the dreadful things her friend Anna 
had whispered. And on the seat of a chair a 
fiendish looking black-handled whip. 


IN THAT SAOCLE ! 


Henri was now detailing to Madame Duchesne 
what Sophie had done. Had intercourse with 
her hairdresser. And he would like her dealt 
with. Taught a lesson. Madame Duchesne 
turned to Sophie, curtly guestioning her. 
Sophie mumbled something ... 


CRACK! 


Sophie let out an anguished yelp. Madam 
Duchesne's hand had come up and delivered a 
ferocious slap across her cheek. 


“You will answer my guestions clearly, young 
woman! And ALWAYS address me as 
Madam. Is that understood?” 


Her face burning, Sophie stutteed an abjectly 
submissive response. 


“You are going to be disciplined Sophie. 
Humiliated in fact. And if you have a hot and 
over-eager pussy, which seems to be your 
problem, we can do something about that. I 
can give it so much action that you'll be 
begging me to stop. But I won't stop. Do you 
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understand?” 


Madam Duchesne had picked up that dreadful 
whip ... and sliced it across Sophie's back. 


“Take your things off. The jacket and dress. 
AT ONCE! And I hope you're wearing what I 
ordered underneath.” 


Sophie was of course. It was almost nothing. A 
black silk waist corset lacing at the back with 
straps to fasten her stockings and a minuscule 
bikini covering barely covering her pussy. 
Nothing else. Stripped down to these items 
Sophie stood trembling, covering her nude tits 
with both hands. Madam Duchesne inserted a 
gloved finger into Sophie's bikini pouch and 
pulled in away from her pussy. 


“And let’s have this off too. Let's have a look at 
you.’ 


Sophie reluctantly removed the garment, and 
was briskly told to part her legs. She 
whimpered as the gloved fingers came in, 
stroking in her pussy slit. 
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The whipping had stopped and Sophie was 


ISN'T THIS WHAT being led by the maid into the next room. The 
g! SMETH! we pain in her bottom was still killing her and she 
yo O RIMES. had difficulty focusing her tear-filled eyes. But 
FWYN 615 ur j in the centre of this room ... was a strange 
T THERE . looking object ... Like a rocking horse ... but 
with a ram’s head. And from the saddle was 
rearing up ... a monstrous black artificial 

penis. 


“Yes. It get’s easily over-heated!’ 

Sophie stuttered something. The hand came 
away ... And then it was the whip. Cracking 
agonisingly across her nude shoulders. 


“KNEEL DOWN! BETWEEN MY LEGS!’ 


With hot tears of pain on her cheeks Sophie 
had to comply. Her head down between the 
older woman’s wide-spread stilettos. The whip 
sliced in across Sophie’s nude bottom-cheeks. 
ONCE. TWICE. Madam Duchesne was saying 
something but all Sophie’s frantic mind could 
take in was the horrendous pain of that whip. 
And then ... 
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Sophie thought she was gong to faint. 


Madam Duchesne’s brusque authoritarian 
tones forced her to concentrate. The maid had 
stepped to the side of the animal. There was 
presumably a controlling mechanism because 
now that frightening monstrous penis began 
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up to some seemingly enormous height and 
then sliding back into its hidden sheath. It was 
moving to a slow and rhythmic tempo ... and 
then more rapidly. Sophie could imagine being 
fucked by it ... The ordeal of having that giant 
thing forcing its way into her so sensitive 
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vagina. She felt faint again. 


She turned desperately to Henri, mouthing 
words of pleading. Because he just 
COULDN'T let her be fucked by that infernal 
machine. But Henri simply grinned and shook 
his head. 


“You may find you enjoy it Sophie. Maybe it 
will feel like that haridresser's!” He turned to 
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Madam Duchesne. 


‘Please go ahead Madam. I believe this is JUST 
what Sophie needs. A good reaming out by a 
king-sized instrument. Until she’s crying out 
for mercy — and then give her a whole lot 
more. Yes, FIRST-CLASS. I shall enjoy 
watching the treatment!’ 


Monique Duchesne gave a sardonic smile. ‘I 
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don’t believe she will enjoy Theton. His organ 
IS a bit much for most women to take. 
Certainly not impossible though, it simply 
reguires a little extra stretching of the sensitive 
membranes. Which of course IS PAINFUL. 
Right Sophie? Shall we find out?” 

She was sensuously stroking the ram's 
enormous cock as she spoke. The maid had 
applied some cream to the cock ... to ease its 
penetration ... Sophie yelped with fright, 
shaking her head. Seconds later the whip 
snaked out, across Sophie’s nude tits this time. 
She sguealed in agony. 


‘GET UP THEN! IN THE SADDLE!’ 
She stumbled forward. Moments later the 


maid was helping Sophie up onto Theton’s 
saddle. She gripped his horns, her legs astride 


but raising her body up, unable to bring herself 
to make contact with that huge rearing penis. 
The whip whistled out again ... and the maid 
was pushing her down. 


She felt it! The first contact with her tremulous 
pussy. And it also seemed to her that the 
animal felt it too. As if this obscene beast was 
really alive and was aware it had a young 
woman mounted on its back. A trembling, 
frantic young woman with a quivering pussy 
that was really not at all large enough to 
accommodate its rearing prick — but it 
nontheless could be stretched and forced to. 


Yes, Theton seemed to Sophie to be quivering 
with life, as his implacable organ began to 
penetrate her. 


DON’T MISS PART 2 NEXT MONTH 


“RETURN TO MADAM DUCHESNE'S” 


WHEN SOPHIE GETS DOUBLE TREATMENT 
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Gareth Renman, Headmaster of St 
Justin's Grammar School, gave his 
rocking chair a reflective shove 
with his hand. It was a big chair 
with rather complicated whorls of 
heavy bamboo. He watched as it 
rocked easily to and fro. He was 
actually picturing it in a different 
mode. Upside-down and 
stationary. With a girl stretched 
spread-legged across the 
underside of the seat, her ankles 
held in the angles of the big 
runners. A Sixth Form girl, mature 
and very shapely, with a thick 
mane of ash-blonde hair. His new 
Head Girl in fact. Paula Minchell. 


Paula's mind is concentrated on 
something else. Because those 
ripe cheeks of her bottom are 
bright red. She is being strapped. 
And he of course, Gareth Renman, 
is doing the strapping. 


Yes stunning Paula. On the chair, 
spread-legged and bent over. With 
her knickers down and her short 
pleated skirt right up over her 
back. So that the whole of her ripe 
bottom, the full twin moons, is on 
full display. And in this position of 
course it is not just those full 
moons on display but everything 
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else as well. Paula's pussy. She is 


showing, most reluctantly, the 
whole of that. But maybe just at 
this moment she is not so overly 
concerned, Paula's mind is 
concentrated on something else. 
Because those ripe cheeks of her 
bottom are bright red. She is being 
strapped. And he of course, Gareth 
Renman, is doing the strapping. 
With his heavy leather tawse. 


The Head gives the rocking chair 
another push, then walks away. 
He rubs briefly at the front of his 
smart grey trousers — where his 
penis has become semi-erect. He 
hasn't done it yet of course. It is 
only a week into the autumn term, 
the beginning of Paula's year as 
Head Girl. But he will. He always 
does, the last few years anyway. It 
has become his little tradition. A 
secret one naturally. Making the 
Head Girl get over his upturned 
chair. With her knickers down. 


They don't like it. Generally they 
hate it — and he can well imagine 
Paula being in that category — but 
that of course just makes it more 
enjoyable. More stimulating. And 
he can make them accept, that is 
something he has learnt. If you're 
firm and insistent. Pointing out 
that though being Head Girl 


carries privileges there is also a 
down side. It's a disciplinary 
measure. To prove she's got 
discipline. Because if the Head girl 
hasn't got discipline, what can you 
expect of the others? Also it's part 
of a special relationship. The 
Headmaster and his Head Girl. 
Like a secret bonding. That - 
sometimes makes it a little better, 
when he gives them that line. 


Paula won't have any idea yet, 
because no one will have told her. 
The only persons who will know 
will be those other ex-Head Girls. 
They have now left, and anyway 
they wouldn't tell. It's not a thing 
any of them would want to reveal 
to a soul. No, lovely Paula won't 
have any idea yet. 


Paula is lovely. A very lovely girl 
with a marvellous body. Big tits 
and bottom, but all extremely 
shapely and firm. That is why 
Gareth Renman made her Head 
Girl of course. To get her over that 
chair. To add her to his list. Well 
he can't go wild, he can't have just 
anyone over his chair. Only head 
Girls. 


No, Paula doesn't know about the 
rocking chair yet. She has never in 
fact seen the headmaster's rocking 
chair. It is not at school, it is at Mr 
Renman's house, in that room 
which contains the chair and not 
much else. Paula has been to Mr 
Renman's house, once at the end of 
the last summer term, before she 
became Head Girl and again at the 
beginning of this term, but on | 
neither occasion was she taken 
into the room with the rocking 
chair. But ... Gareth Renman does 
not intend to wait much longer. He 
usually reckons to give a girl her 
introduction at about the end of the 
first month. 


It was Mr Fenley's hands that were 
the shock. Feeling Paula up. 
Feeling up her bottom. 


Paula has no means of knowing 
this. And anyway she has 
something else to worry about. 
She has just started a Saturday 
morning job with the local florists, 
Fenley's. Last Saturday was her 
first day and Paula got rather a 


shock. Mr Fenley was the shock. 
Mr Fenley who is fact is about Mr 
Renman's age, maybe 50, but 
fatter and also without that 


trimmed beard that Mr Renman 
has. More specifically it was Mr 
Fenley's hands that were the 


shock. Feeling Paula up. Feeling 
up her bottom. And'on one 
occasion, before she realised what 
he was doing ... sliding up her 
skirt like a darting snake to briefly 
feel her pussy. 


Feeling her bottom was bad 
enough, and Mr Fenley did it more 
than once. Just laughing when 
Paula jerked her bottom away in a 
shocked reaction, as if she had 
been stung by a bee. But when he 
did the other ... his hand sliding all 
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the way up her skirt at the front 
when Paula was reaching up to get 
something off the shelf ... and 
suddenly was actually there, at 
her very special place ... Cupping 
the bulge of Paula's pussy through 
just her brief, thin knickers. 

It was diabolical. Paula almost 
wet herself! Stumbling away, her 
disbelieving voice gasping, 'Don't 
.. Don't you .. Don't you do that!!’ 


Getting his hand on her pussy! She 
was shaking, almost crying, with 
the shock of it. 


‘Only a joke! Mr Fenley said, 
laughing again. A joke! Getting 
his hand on her pussy! She was 
shaking, almost crying, with the 
shock of it. Still able to feel his 
hand there. A hot, electric feel on 
that most sensitive, private place. 
She stuttered again, 'D .. D. 
Don't! 


What she wanted to say was that 


she would report him. Tell 
somebody. Threaten it at least. 
That or say she was leaving, she 
wasn't going to come any more on 
Saturdays. Not after the bottom 
feeling and now on top of it this. 
But there was a problem with 
doing either of those things. Mr 
Fenley was a governor of St 
Justin's School. That was how 
Paula had got thejob. It was in fact 
Mr Fenley who had suggested she 
might like a Saturday job. Now the 
awful thought came to Paula that 
he might have suggested it just for 
that reason, to get his hands on her 
body. 


And she couldn't really threaten to 
tell someone or say she was 
leaving. The Headmaster himself 
had spelled out the position, when 
he learnt she was getting the job. 
Pointing out that Mr Fenley was a 
governor and she was now Head 
Girl, and therefore she would have 
to make sure there were no 
problems, that Mr Fenley was 
completely satisfied and happy 
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with her. Mr Renman had said, 
'But I'm sure there won't be any 
problems.' 


Mr Renman couldn't have known 
what Mr Fenley was like, could 
he? Paula didn't think so, but 
egually she was going to have to 
speak to the Head. Ask him what 
she could do. Because if she 
couldn't leave the job she was 
going to have to come back next 
week — for more of the same! And 
the next, and the next. 


* * * 


Mr Fenley didn't mean anything 
by it, he was just having a bit of 
fun. 


Gareth. Renman did know what 
Roland Fenley was like. Girls from 
St Justin's had been given jobs at 
Fenley's before and had voiced 


We are always looking for new faces and bottoms for our magazines, so if you are interested in 
taking part in a future photo session, please get in touch. Male models of the past who we already 
know but have lost touch with will also be welcome as of course will any of the lovely girls. 

Write with recent photo and if possible, phone number to: 


BLUSHES PROMOTIONS, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


LOCATIONS SOUGHT 


We are always on the lookout for a different photographic location that we can use for the day. If 
you have or know of a suitable place that we can bring along our girls to and use, we would very 
much life to hear from you. Write to: 
BLUSHES PROMOTIONS, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


TRADE INFORMATION 


If you need information regarding the purchasing of any of the SPANKING or FEMALE 
DOMINATION magazines, retail, trade or wholesale, please address your enquiries to: 
PRESS SALES, 15 WASTDALE ROAD, 
FOREST HILL, LONDON SE23 1HN. 


complaints. His response had 
been to play it down — it wasn't 
really anything to get excited 
about, was it? He-was sure Mr 
Fenley didn't mean anything by it, 
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he was just having a bit of fun. The 
bottom line of course was that they 
had to take it, Roland Fenley wasa 
school governor. 


And yes, he was expecting the 
same sort of complaint from Paula, 
because without doubt Fenley 
would be trying his tricks on with 
her. Definitely a bit of groping, 


and he imagined she would be 
distressed. The Head was in fact 
looking forward to a complaint. It 
would enable him to show 


sympathy, and in the process get 


on more intimate terms with the 
lovely girl. And maybe also ... get 
in a few preliminary feels himself. 
Before the main event of the 
rocking chair, which had to come 


pretty soon now. 


Paula does duly come with her 
complaint. Mr Fenley has behaved 
dreadfully. He is just an awful 


Dirty Old Man. In the privacy of his 
office Gareth Renman tut-tuts. He 
slides his arm sympathetically 
round the gorgeous girl's waist, 
and inguires exactly what the 
dreadful man has done. 


It seems Mr Fenley has got his 
hand on her bottom. And now just 
the once, so there can be no 
guestion of it being merely 
accidental. Mr Renman, with more 
sympathetic sounds, allows his 
own hand so slip down onto the 
sweet girl's ripely swelling hip. 
And anything else? 


Yes, it seemed there was. Paula, in 
some confusion, is made to give a 
‚reasonably clear indication of 
where Mr Fenley's hand has also 
gone. 


“You mean he felt you between 
your legs? Mr Fenley felt your 
pussy in other words?' 


Hot-faced Paula has no wish to be 
so basic and specific but yes, that 
was what Fenley did. 


The Head can feel his penis 
stiffening in a pleasurable way. 
Stiffening with the basic desire to 
go into her, to penetrate that part 
which Roland Fenley had briefly 
got his hand on. 


‘Your .. ah .. cunt?’ Mr Renman 
persists, relishing the use of the 
stronger word. Paula's evident 
embarrassment is arousing, as is 
having his hands on her. The Head 
can feel his penis stiffening in a 
pleasurable way. Stiffening with 
the basic desire to go into her, to 
penetrate that part which Roland 
Fenley had briefly got his hand on. 
Not that Gareth Renman has any 
thought of actually satisfying that 
desire. But there are other, less 
basic satisfactions that can be 
enjoyed. He turns her, so that 
` Paula's back is towards him. 
Pulling her in close, so that his stiff 
penis is hard against her soft 
bottom. 


Yes other splendid attractions. 
There are Paula’s marvellous tits 
for one thing (two things, and 
lovely big ones, perhaps more 
accurately). Has Fenley left them 


alone on that first Saturday in his 
shop? While going for her bottom 
and cunt. The head inquires ... 
while at the same time bringing 
his hands round. To cup them. 
Paula gives a shocked squeal — but 
the Headmaster's hands remain in 
place. Gently sgueezing her big 
boobs in a way that makes her 
head spin. 


She manages to stutter out a 
negative to his repeated guery. Mr 
Renman keeps his grip on her soft 
but firm boobs. 


'Well I'm afraid Mr Fenley is a bit 
like that Paula. I'm afraid it is 
something you'll have to accept. 
And as for having your .. ah .. cunt 
felt .. well, it is something a girl 
can get used to. Some girls, I 
know, guitelikeit...' 


Paula gives another alarmed yelp. 
One of Mr Renman's hands has 
slid down in front. It has thereby 
let go of one of her boobs — but it is 
pulling up the front of her short 
skirt. He yanks it up round her 
waist ... and then his other hand 
drops down. To take hold of the 
firm bulge of her pubis in the tight 
and brief white nylon knickers. 
She gives a shuddery yelp. Mr 
Renman's fingers are pushed in 
between her legs. His hand is 
cupping her guivery cunt. 


Automatically she tries to struggle 
free, but Mr Renman doesn't let go. 
His voice in her ear tells her 
sharply to keep still. 


'Just relax. I'm only feeling it. So 
that next Saturday if Mr Fenley 
does try it again ... you'll be more 
prepared. Open your legs a bit...’ 


That is the last thing Paula wants 
to do. This is absolutely dreadful! 
But ... it is the Headmaster. So 
what can she dol! Paula's thighs 
reluctantly slide apart ... to allow 
Mr Renman's fingers freedom to 
push further in. Along the line of 
her slit ... His fingers rubbing 
along it through just the thin 
material of her diaphanous nylon 
knickers. The headmaster's 
fingers are stroking the lips of her 
cunt! It is not possible — but it is 
happening. Paula feels giddy. 
Faint. Sick perhaps. And her legs 
are going to collapse. 


'How does that feel? Nice? Getting 
to you? It is, isn't it? And next time 


when Mr Fenley wants to do it ... 
you'll be able to just let him. slide 
your legs apart ... and let his hand 
goup...' 


The skirt not too tight so that he 
could get his hand up it of course. 
As he did straightaway when he 
got her in the back room. His hand 
up her skirt at Paula's guivery 
bottom. 


Mr Fenley was just as bad the next 
Saturday. Because there was no 
getting out of it, Paula had to go, 
wearing a smart blouse and skirt 
as before. She would at least have 
worn jeans or trousers, which 
would have given her some 
protection, but Mr Fenley had been 
very specific; it had to be a smart 
blouse and a not-too-tight skirt he 
had said. The skirt not too tight.so 
that he could get his hand up it of 
course. As he did straightaway 
when he got her in the back room. 
His hand up her skirt at Paula's 
guivery bottom. And then her 
pussy. His hand sliding in 
between her legs to feel her cunt. 


She felt like bursting into tears. 
She had tried telling herself it 
might not happen. Maybe after 
that first time, well, it was 
possible Mr Fenley might have lost 
interest. And also there was 
anaother girl assistant and maybe 

Mr Fenley might just 
concentrate on her, although that 
wasn't really a very nice thought. 
But no, here he was doing it just as 
soon as Paula was through the 
door. Saying he wanted her out in 
the back room, and then right 
away ... his hand up there. 


She had to act as if nothing 
untoward was happening. 
Produce a little submissive smile 
perhaps, to indicate she was 
agreeable to anything the school 
governor might wish to do. 


But she couldn't start crying. The 
head Girl at St Justin's couldn't 
start crying just because one of the 
school governors had his hand up 
her skirt. She had to act as if 
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nothing untoward was happening. 
Produce a little submissive smile 


perhaps, to indicate she was 
agreeable to anything the school 
governor might wish to do. A little 
submissive smile ... and ease her 
legs apart. So there was no 
hindrance to Mr _ Fenley's 
pleasures. 


That was just the start. It went on 
all the morning. He did it to the 
other girl as well, but it was Paula 
Mr Fenley was concentrating his 
efforts on. The other girl had been 
working there for a month — so 
maybe in a month's time it would 
be easier on Paula. But right now 
... it seemed Mr Fenley's hand was 


up Paula's skirt all morning! 


'How was it on Saturday? OK?' Mr 
Renman asked at school on 
Monday. Paula gave an unhappy 
shake of her head. ‘It .. it was 
awful. Really I.. I..." 


‘But you were sensible and didn't 
complain?' 


Paula said a distraught 'Yes Sir.' 
Thinking of all the other Saturdays 
stretching out ahead of her. And 
thinking also of what the head had 


done last time the matter had been 
discussed. He had been guite as 
bad as Mr. Fenley. 


Was Mr Renman also 
remembering that? Because now 
he said, 'Good. Actually I need to 


see you again Paula. For another 
little ... ahh .. chat. Not now as I'm 
busy, but after school. We can go 
round to my house then and have a 
nice cozy .. mmm .. chat. I'll give 
you a lift. OK?’ 


What is it about? What is Paula to 
expect? She has no idea. Possibly 
Mr Renman wants to talk about 
something to do with the running 
of the school. Something he needs 
to discuss with his head Girl. They 
had a talk like that right at the 
beginning of term, although that 
was in the Head's office at school. 
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Not here at his house. Mr 
Renman's wife is out it seems so 
there are just the two of them in the 
house. Is that scary? 
Remembering what Mr Renman 
did that other time when Paula 
went to complain about Mr Fenley. 
That mind-zapping business of 
yanking up her skirt and feeling 
her between her legs, just like Mr 
Fenley has been doing. But Paula 
tells herself it won't be any of that. 
It's going to be talking about the 
school. A Head Girl's duties. Yes. 


'Would you like a cup of tea?' Mr 
Renman asks. ‘And then there's 
something I need to discuss with 
you. Discuss and then do. It's 
something I always do with my 
Head Girl. Something to cement 
the relationship. Bonding. Well it's 
something I do to her. And she 
accepts it. Submits to it. Rather in 
the way that you are submitting to 
Mr Fenley on Saturdays. 
Submitting to having his hand up 
between your legs, eh?' 


Paula, sitting somewhat 
tentatively on the settee in Mr 
Renman's sitting room, goes red in 
the face. She isn't sure what the 
Head is talking about, but that 
reference to Mr Fenley is enough to 
bring the bright colour to her 
cheeks. 


'I give her a strapping on her bare 
bottom. With my leather tawse. I 
make it hurt of course. It’s got to 
hurt, to really sting. But there's 
also the submission aspect. 


'A strapping,' Mr Renman says in 
an even, unemotional voice. 'I give 
her a strapping on her bare 
bottom. With my leather tawse. I 
make it hurt of course. It's got to 
hurt, to really sting. But there's 
also the submission aspect. 
Showing herself. I have her bent 
over in a position that shows 
everything. Everything a nice girl 
likes to keep modestly hidden. Her 
pussy I mean. Her cunt. It has to be 
on full display.' 


What is Mr Renman saying! He 
can't be saying this! The strap! On 
her bare bottom! 


But the Head is saying it. To make 
this guite clear he is happy to 
repeat his statement, with some 
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elaboration. It seems Mr Renman 
has a big old bamboo rocking 
chair in another room. it is this 
rocking chair, turned upside- 
down, that he habitually uses to 
strap his Head Girls’ bare bottoms. 
the rocking chair forming a kind of 
sacrificial alter. - 


And now, as Paula has indicated 
she doesn't want a cup of tea first, 
they may as well proceed into this 
other room. The rocking chair 
room. To commence this time- 
honoured ritual. 


'No, please ...! Paula shaking her 
head in wild supplication. He can't 
mean this! But of course Mr 
Renman does. He hauls Paula to 
her feet. And then helps himself to 
a nice feel of her big tits. 


‘Come on, Paula dear. As I say it is 
very much part of your initiation 
ritual. A girl is not properly Head 
Girl at St Justin's until she's had it. 
But don't worry, it's all very strictly 
private and confidential.’ 


Naturally! If it were not Gareth 
Renman would be in decidedly hot 
water. Not everyone would 
approve of his Initiation Ritual. If 
the tabloid press got to hear of it... 


But they won't of course. Because 
who is going to tell them? Not 
Paula certainly. Oh no. 


Here it is. The rocking chair. In this 
room at the rear of the house which 
the head has briskly conducted 
Paula to, his hand helpfully at her 
bottom. The rocking chair is 
already in position for its initiating 
role. That is, it is turned forward 
onto its front. So that its broad 
back forms a horizontal platform 
on which a girl can be spread for 
her initiation. 


‘We'll have a few preliminary 
strokes with you just standing on 
the floor, the Head tells her. 
‘Standing bending over and 
touching your toes. With your 
knickers down of course and your 
skirt up over your back. OK?" 


Mr Renman now has this dreadful 
looking leather strap in his hand. 
He slices it down with a pistol-like 
crack! across the chair back. 
'Come on. Look sharp! Get your 
knickers down please.' 


Can this really be happening! It is 
more like some awful nightmare. It 
is a nightmare - but a real-live one. 
Because it is happening. Paula 
having to slide her hands up under 
the short pleated grey skirt to her 
knickers. And take them down. 
Under the keen gaze of Mr 
Renman. Her brief white nylon 
knickers coming 
rounded thighs, to about knee 
height. 


His hand at her warm bare flesh 
taking her breath away. But in just 
minutes — seconds even — there 
will be something that will take 
her breath away much more 


‘Good!’ Mr Renman in close. His 
hand under the short skirt at 
Paula's now bare bottom. His hand 
at her warm bare flesh taking her 
breath away. But in just minutes — 


seconds even - there will be 
something that will take her 
breath away much more 


effectively and efficiently than Mr 
Renman's hand. Yes. That strap! 


She desperately shakes her head. 
Pleading with Mr Renman. Well, is 
there no way of avoiding this truly 
impossible initiation? No way? 


Because anything else would be ' 


better than that strap. 


Mr Renman seems interested in 
this. With his hand still at Paula’s 
silky bare bottom. What might she 
have in mind exactly? She shakes 
her head again. Nothing 
Anything ... She can’t really think. 
Mr Renman says she has to have 
the initiation, it is required for all 
his Head Girls. The full initiation. 
Her bare bottom strapped as she 
stands bending over. 


Mr Renman seems interested in 
this. With his hand still at Paula's 
silky bare bottom. What might she 
have in mind exactly? She shakes 
her head again. Nothing ... 
Anything ... She can't really think. 
Mr Renman says she has to have 
the initiation, it is required for all 
his Head Girls. The full initiation. 
Her bare bottom strapped as she 
stands bending over. Then 
kneeling on the floor. And finally 
up on the back of the rocking chair. 


down her 


— 
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That 
However... 


is the established ritual. 


However although that is the 
required initiation, there are what 
you might call different degrees. 
There is a minimum number of 
strokes to be received in each 
position and a maximum number. 
there is a degree of flexibility in 
other words. It is up to the Head to 
determine exactly what he doles 
out. So... well, they might want to 


discuss that later. After Paula has 
received the necessary minimum. 
Yes? Does Paula get the picture? 


Does she? Does she a quarter of an 
hour later or so, when she has had 
her required minimum. Finishing 
up spread-legged on the back of 
the rocking chair with those wide 
bright red stripes on her bottom. 
Does Paula get the picture. She 
has had the minimum, and there 
can be all of that again. All of it 


twice over again, that is the 
maximum. Or of course no more. 
No more of the strap at least. But 
maybe ... something else. 


Mr Renman is saying something in 
her ear, as he strokes her hot 
bottom. As his hand slides in 
between her spread legs. 
Whispering in her ear. Making the 
options a bit clearer. 


END 
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